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Four of a Kind 


Chapter 8 


Beth’s cooking was as magnificent as ever, and after eating we spent the afternoon together 
lazing about poolside. We talked, swam, sunbathed, and Beth sucked me off whenever | started to get 
hard—which was about five more times over the course of the afternoon. | couldn’t help but feel guilty 
for not being able to give her anything in return, but she did seem to get a lot of pleasure just from 
blowing my gargantuan cock. As the day wore on, | became fascinated with how big Beth’s tits could 
swell with milk before she needed to be pumped. By five o’clock, as afternoon faded into evening, her 
M-cups had swelled up at least six cup-sizes, putting her at something ridiculous like a 32S or 32T. At my 
behest, she decided to hold in her milk as long as possible. Not only did she keep swelling, but it seemed 
like they grew faster the larger she got. By seven p.m., she had put on another three cup-sizes, 
according to my best estimate. By then she was dribbling milk from all four of her nipples at a slow, 
tantalizing pace. She was in obvious discomfort by then, but also feeling a sort of perverse pleasure. | 
asked her if she needed to stop, but she insisted on reaching her absolute limit, just to show me how 
extraordinary her tits really were. By nine o’clock at night, we had retreated to her room, with Beth laid 
out on her bed, completely incapacitated by the incredible weight and size of her monstrous chest. At 
this point, she had probably reached the end of the alphabet, or perhaps even passed it. If she stood up, 
her lower pair of breasts hung all the way down to her hips, to the top of her pubic mound. Each pair 
had to weigh at least thirty pounds, and they projected a good nine or ten inches from her chest due to 
the milk pressure making her tits nearly spherical. That was when she reached her limit—her breasts 
were actually spraying streams of milk. The outflow was equal to the pace of her lactation, so her boobs 
stopped swelling. 


The whole experience was riveting—a breast-expansion fantasy come true. The best part was 
that | knew she could fulfill my fantasy over and over again, able to restart it every time her tits were 
drained of their sweet nectar. Throughout the whole process | was incredibly aroused, of course, and | 
came more times in her mouth and on her body than | can remember. Once we finally started, it took 
more than two hours for Beth’s breast pump to milk her dry, and | had to empty the holding tank twice. 
Beth was certainly relieved when the pressure was taken off, but | could tell she was a little 
disappointed too. She had become more and more aroused throughout her milk-fueled growth, 
entering a kind of breast-obsessed trance. No doubt the immense pressure within her tits had made it 
hard to focus on anything else, but still, that day was when | realized just how much Beth really wanted 
to grow, deep down. Whether she was willing to admit it or not. It’s also when | decided that | had to 
convince her to accept her condition and embrace the expansion—for her own good, of course. | didn’t 
bring up the subject that night, though, as we fondled and fooled around until a little after one a.m. 


Now, I’m sure you wish | had told the story of Beth’s swelling in more detail, but the truth is | 
don’t even think of it as anything notable anymore. You see, that ritual of lactation-induced 
enlargement is something that would come to mark most of our days spent together—a common 
occurrence. It was my new determination to convince Beth to grow willingly—permanently—that was 
the most important outcome of that day. Even that, however, pales in comparison to what would 
happen soon after, and it’s that part of my story that | want to tell now. 


The next morning | went home and took a big supply of Beth’s milk with me. She gave me 
instructions for how to drink her milk so that | wouldn’t wake up in the middle of the night and lose 
hours of sleep to a wild jerk-off binge (namely: very slowly. No more than an ounce every two hours, 
and no more than six ounces per day). The sexual insanity of the weekend had been great, but | knew | 
would need to tone it down during the coming school-week. So, starting that Sunday, | began drinking 
Beth’s cream in incremental doses. | knew that | wasn’t being rational; at over fifteen inches, there was 
no justifiable reason for me to want to make my dick even bigger, but | couldn’t stop. It wasn’t even 
about reaching a certain size anymore—the thrill of augmentation was an end unto itself. | also knew I’d 
have to tell my roommate soon, but | was holding out on that for as long as possible. 


My roommate was a petite Indonesian girl named Jen. At four-foot-eleven, she was a good deal 
shorter than Beth, and had a slimmer frame. She was like a toy, everything about her miniature and 
delicate and perfectly crafted. Where | had a 34 band-size, and Beth a 32, Jen was a mere 28. Her waist 
was only 20 inches around, and though her butt was tight enough to bounce quarters off of, it was just 
barely big enough to be considered “bubble.” Her skin was a light brown, like the color of a fresh-baked 
croissant, and, similarly, looking at her would make anyone’s mouth water. Her sparkling brown eyes 
and full lips were undeniably enticing. We had become fast friends during freshman orientation the year 
before, and decided we’d room together once sophomore year started. And, of course, she worshipped 
my cock. 


Jen may have been a petite, innocent-looking doll of a girl, but her libido was more than healthy, 
and she wasn’t shy about feeding it. Naturally, | had introduced her to my rod just hours after meeting 
her, and we had been hooking up ever since—with occasional intermissions during Jen’s inevitably 
short-lived relationships. Raw fish left out in the sun lasted longer than most of Jen’s boyfriends. That 
was fine by me, though, because it meant that | got to enjoy every inch of her, and she got to enjoy all 
nine inches of me. Jen was something of a size-queen, and had been fascinated with my dick from day 
one. Even when we weren't having sex, she liked to just look at it, touch it, kiss it, take pictures of it, 
smell it—anything. As time went on and the novelty wore off, she became less obsessed with my organ, 
but she never lost her deep appreciation for it. At the beginning of our friendship, her pussy was so tight 
that it took us a week of trying before we could finally have sex—now she was capable of taking me 
multiple times in the course of a day, but it still required patience and some elbow-grease—well, KY 
jelly, really. 


Due to our busy schedules and the time | had spent at Beth’s over the course of the last week, 
I’d managed to hide my phallic explosion from Jen—not because | feared a negative reaction, but 
because I knew she’d be ecstatic, and her excitement would be in proportion to how many inches I|’d 
managed to gain. | wanted to wait as long as possible in order to make the most of the surprise. It 
wasn’t going to work out that way. 


| was in my room, working on calculus homework when | heard the front door slam and tiny feet 
thumping towards me. 


“ERICAAAAA! I’ve missed you!” Jen screamed, nearly knocking me out of my chair with a leaping 
hug. ‘Relaxed’ is not a descriptor anyone would ever apply to Jen. 


“Hey you,” | mumbled through Jen’s smothering embrace. “Good to see you too.” 
“Where have you been?!” she asked, hopping onto my bed. 

“Oh, just spending some time with a new friend.” 

“What kind of new friend?” 

“Well...the hot, busty kind, | guess.” 


“Ugh, | knew it. Every time you stay out for days on end it’s because you found some new 
udders to play with.” 


“If only you knew,” | said, rolling my eyes. 


“It’s not fair, Erica!” Jen said, frowning in a mock pout. “I can’t make these any bigger!” she 
wailed, grasping her perfect teardrop 28D-cup breasts in both hands. 


“If they were any bigger you’d be even clumsier than you are now,” | pointed out. 


Jen sighed. “True enough. Still, now that you’re home, do you wanna fool around? I’m, like, 
completely deprived.” 


Even though my brain wanted to wait until | was at least a little bigger, my cock twitched at the 
thought of penetrating Jen’s tight holes. 


“|,..uh, I can’t right now. I’m way behind on my math homework.” 

“Only because you’ve been busy fucking some big-boobed slut all weekend!” 

“Hey, be nice! She’s a really great girl. We’re...we’re dating, actually.” 

That, amazingly, shut Jen up. Suddenly | knew how | could stave her off for the time being. 


“Oh my gawwwwad!” Jen squealed, jumping up and down. “You have a girlfriend? No way! 
Super-whore Erica Richards actually has a real relationship? | cannot even. |’m literally going to die!” 


“Hey! I’m not a whore! Whores ask for money.” 
“Uh-huh. Whatever. But come on, spill!” 


| took a deep breath. “Well, we met through my online class. | wanted a study partner, and her 
stuff on the forum was really smart, so | hit her up through e-mail to see if she wanted to meet up and 
everything just kind of took off from there.” 


“| don’t care about that. What’s she like? How does she look? What was the sex like?” 


“Actually, we haven’t had sex yet.” 


Jen paused for a moment, and then laughed. 
“You're fucking with me, right Erica?” 


“No, | swear to God!” | said, standing up from my chair. “We really haven’t! | mean, we fooled 
around. Like, a lot. A lot, a lot. But we weren’t able to have sex yet. I’m sure we will soon, but I’m ok 
taking it slow for now.” 


“Too big for her?” Jen asked with a smirk. 
“Something like that.” 


“Ugh. Well, alright, | guess monogamy is a decent excuse. But hurry up with that homework 
anyway—our Sunday shows will be on soon.” 


“Alright, alright. | promise l'Il work quickly—but | won’t get anything done unless you stop 
pestering me,” | said as | sat back down at my desk. 


“Oh you love it,” Jen said, sneaking up behind me. She reached around me, grabbing one of my 
breasts in her hand and planting a wet kiss on my neck. | was about to start moaning when Jen suddenly 
stopped fondling me, and lifted her head up. “Erica, are your boobs bigger?” 


A thrill of excitement shot through my body, and my cock throbbed. 
“My period must be coming a little early this month. Now shoo!” 


Jen stuck out her tongue and left the room. After closing the door behind her, | took off my shirt 
and opened my closet to look at myself in the full-length mirror within. Sure enough, my breasts did look 
a little bigger—I hadn’t put on a bra since getting home, so | hadn’t noticed the subtle change, but as my 
hands traced the familiar territory of my own soft tits, | could tell that there was more to them. Not a lot 
more—maybe enough to make me a solid D-cup, but only because | was a large C to begin with. Still, the 
thought was exhilarating. | walked over to my bedroom door and locked it before pulling my cock out of 
my panties and lifting up my skirt. Thinking about my own swelling bust-line, it didn’t take long for me to 
reach orgasm, though | forgot that my tits—my growing tits—now shot loads of spunk along with my 
massive rod. | had grabbed a towel to wrap around my pulsating dick, but as the climax wracked my 
body, modest ropes of cum shot out from my nipples and stained my homework. | had a few minutes of 
satisfied relaxation before | opened my eyes and saw what | mess | had made on my desk. 


Well that’s going to take some getting used to, | thought, and sighed. 


| woke up Monday morning with tits that were easily 34E-cups (that’s the same as a double-D, 
for those of you who don’t know)—clearly Beth’s sister’s spunk took a little while to fully kick in. 
Yesterday’s careful sipping of my girlfriend’s milk had also resulted in another quarter-inch on my dick, 
bringing me to 15 and 3/4 inches. All in all, | couldn’t have been happier. As | admired my newly- 
endowed chest that morning, | realized that my boobs had become rounder and perkier, too. They were 
so spherical that they looked almost fake, which turned me on. Though | preferred a more natural shape 
on the girls | fucked, | had always planned on getting implants for myself; there was something sexy 
about the bimbo body-type that | wanted. | have always been, after all, a pervert and a sex-addict, and | 


wanted my body to announce that fact to the world. Giant round tits was certainly one way to 
accomplish that. 


Hiding my new assets from Jen was a futile effort, so | didn’t even attempt it. Just because she 
would notice my swelling tits didn’t mean that she’d see my extra six-plus inches of cock, or so | 
thought. As | ate breakfast Monday morning, Jen emerged from her bedroom—adorably drowsy and 
clothed only in a long t-shirt that lifted up to reveal her tight lower lips when she raised her arms. | was 
hunched over my cereal in a tank-top and sweatpants, and she managed to pour herself a bowl and sit 
down before she noticed how different | was. 


She looked up at me, froze, and actually dropped her spoon. 
“Erica. Your tits are way huge! It’s definitely not just your period!” 


“Yeah,” | said, blushing. “I think I’m getting a growth spurt. | mean, nineteen isn’t too old for 
that to happen. I’ve heard of girls who ballooned up at twenty, or even later,” | said, straightening my 
posture and cupping my now-heavy bosom. 


Jen’s eyes practically bugged out of her head. “No fair!” she wailed. | tried to stifle my laugh. 
“Come on, Erica! You’ve already got a huge dick—you don’t need huge boobs too. You’re already 
special. How am | supposed to feel with my tiny titties if you’re walking around with a pair of 
watermelons on your chest?” 


“Oh please. Your tits are huge for your frame. And I’m not anywhere near watermelon-sized 
yet!” 


“Yet,” Jen repeated. 
“Well, I’m not saying | will get that big, but | guess you never know.” 


“Do you want to be that busty?” Jen asked. She was sincerely curious—she knew | wanted an 
even bigger cock than the girthy nine-incher she had become so familiar with, but | had never told her 
that | wanted to move up in cup-size. There were guys | had divulged that to, but Jen knew me in a more 
masculine capacity, since she was always on the receiving end of my pole, so we didn’t talk about my 
womanly features much. 


“Yeah, | guess so,” | said with a shrug. 
“Don’t act like you’ve never thought about it,” Jen chided, crossing her arms. 


“OK, | admit it,” | said, putting down my spoon. “I’ve always wanted huge tits. But it’s not like 
I’ve been obsessed with it or anything. I’m more obsessed with the girls | fuck having big tits than having 
them myself. But yeah, | mean, | like them on other girls, so of course I’d like them on myself.” 


Jen sighed. “You're so lucky, Erica,” she said. “You’re already perfect and you just keep getting 
more of what you want.” 


“Are you upset?” 


“No, of course not. | mean, it’s not like you’re showing me up on purpose or anything. It’s not 
something you can control.” As she said that, | couldn’t help but feel a twinge of guilt. | realized that, in 


my sex-frenzy with Beth, | had forgotten all about Jen. She had actually disliked how big her boobs 
looked on her tiny frame when we first met, but after a year of being my friend, my most frequent sex 
partner, and listening to my fantasies, she contracted a serious case of boobie-greed. | felt bad that | had 
consumed Beth’s entire supply of her sister’s cum without thinking to save any for Jen. 


| got up from my seat, walked behind Jen and gave her tits a firm squeeze. “I promise Jen, lII 
never show you up. You'll always have the best tits between the two of us.” 


She closed her eyes, murmured a begrudging “thank you,” and | stayed there, with my arms 
around her, fondling her perky chest to give emphasis to what I had said. While | did, though, | felt 
something strange—it felt like Jen’s tits were growing in my grasp. | looked down—over her shoulder— 
and sure enough, | saw my fingers spreading apart across two expanding bulges in her t-shirt. No way, | 
thought to myself. That’s completely impossible! She didn’t even have any of the jizz! But sure enough, 
Jen’s tits were growing before my eyes. Once she opened her eyes, they were growing in front of Jen’s 
too. 


“What the fuck?!” Jen squealed as she looked down and saw her inflating titties. 


| let go of her and stepped back as she sprung up from her chair and pulled her shirt over her 
head in one swift motion. She flung the garment to the ground, completely naked, and turned to look at 
me, cupping the bottom curve of her tits with her petite hands. 


“Ohmygodaremytitsgrowingwhatthehellisgoingon?!” she was talking so fast that | could barely 
understand her, but | was speechless by contrast. We were both mesmerized by the sudden, rapid 
fattening of Jen’s knockers. She kept babbling, and | kept staring, frozen, as they continued to expand, 
until they came to a stop just as suddenly as they had started—only now a cup-size or two bigger than 
my own! Figuring for Jen’s miniature frame, | estimated that she had to be something like a 28l-cup! 
They were absolutely magnificent. They had a beautiful teardrop shape, and hung down her slight frame 
so that their lower curves were just two inches from her waist. Although | was wearing loose 
sweatpants, | could feel them tightening as | grew hard. 


“Wow,” was all | could say. 
“Erica! What the hell is going on?” she shouted. 


“I have no idea!” | shouted back. “All | did was grab your boobs and...” it suddenly clicked in my 
head. “And | said you’d always have the best tits between the two of us, and then you got bustier than 
me all of a sudden.” 


Jen looked at me like | was nuts. To be fair, | would have done the same in her position. It 
sounded nuts—how could me just saying something like that actually make her tits grow? But then 
again, | had already seen a lot of stuff that should be impossible, and Beth had said that people with 
spirit-lineage usually had special powers. Maybe all that stuff hadn’t been so crazy after all. What if this 
was my power? | got even harder thinking about the possibility. 


“Oh my god, what is that?” Jen said, pointing at my crotch. 


| looked down, and sure enough, | was rock-hard and tenting my sweatpants with my freakish 
cock. It looked absolutely gargantuan, reaching down nearly to my knee and clearly thicker than my arm. 


“Well, that’s kind of a long story,” | said sheepishly. 


Jen sprang towards me, grabbed my shoulders and shook. The effect was rather diminished by 
the fact that | was eight inches taller than her and a good deal bulkier, but | nevertheless got the 
message that she was genuinely freaked out. 


“Jen! Jen! Jen, stop it!” | said, pushing her away. “Just sit down and take a deep breath—| have 
some things | need to tell you.” 


